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We felt ourselves prisoners waiting for the
day when a concentration camp would grip
us and enclose us within barbed wire. To
leave France was the only hope of tens of
thousands. To obtain a foreign visa became
a matter of life and death. Curious devices
were found to get near a foreign consulate,
as all aliens in France were forbidden to leave
their residence. More curious devices still
were employed to come into possession of the
much-coveted permit to go abroad.
True, it was not always the best who suc-
ceeded. The reckless rich were able to buy
freedom like a high-priced commodity, as they
had been used to buy the other good things of
life. The cunning got through, regardless of
everything but their own interest. The better
types were often left stranded and helpless.
Somehow, we too managed to get out.
Political enmity, muddle and corruption
followed us right up to the last step; human
kindliness helped us over the frontier* At
last I stood on Lisbon pier, in the last corner
of Europe, waving good-bye to my friends
who sailed for America,
I decided not to leave Europe, but to go
where Europe's freedom and future are still
defended by free men. I decided to go to
England and to tell this tale.